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fessional beauty. The old Duchess of Hull he could
not abide. She was heavily but badly made-up,
with a triangle of red on either cheek, and, since
her sense of direction was no longer very sure, she
made bad shots with her fork which wiped the
enamel off her face all round her mouth, and left
the old yellow skin coming through. But her
tongue was as sharp and witty as ever, and more-
over she played an admirable hand at Bridge. No
hostess could afford to omit her from a party.
"Well, young man?" she barked at Sebastian; but
Lady Roehampton murmured, "Well, Sebastian?"
and smiled at him as though she knew exactly what
he had been doing.

Lady Roehampton, though no one seeing her
would have suspected it, had a marriageable
daughter.

And now the rest of the day must be got
through somehow, but the members of the house-
party, though surely spoilt by the surfeits of enter-
tainment that life had always offered them,
showed no disposition to be bored by each other's
familiar company, and no inclination to vary the
programme which they must have followed on in-
numerable Sunday afternoons since they first
emerged from the narrowness of school or school-
room, to take their place in a world where pleasure
fell like a ripened peach for the outstretching of a
hand, Leonard Anquetil, watching them from out-
side, marvelled to see them so easily pleased. Here